THE   NEW   MONGOLIA

din on theit various instruments, all of which were
made of human skin or human bones. The lamas
kept their gaze fixed on the prophet, who stood rigid
and motionless., while the spectators in unison mur-
mured the magic word, "om . . . om" Standing in
a secluded corner I watched the proceedings.

Suddenly the chief priest of the monastery rose,
walked up to the prophet and hung a chadak round his
neck. The prophet raised one end of the chadak and
touched his forehead with it. A lama of low rank now
handed him a battle-axe, and the prophet stiffened
again, standing rigid with the sword in one hand and
the battle-axe in the other. Then all the lamas in
turn stepped up to him and hung coloured silk
chadaks round his neck. The "orchestra" played on
and the din of the flutes, drums and tambourines
never ceased for a moment. The prophet's face was
bathed in perspiration, probably from intense con-
centration. Suddenly he shook himself and leapt into
a wild, writhing, gyrating dance. The dance lasted
for several minutes, the dancer grunted and groaned
with ecstasy, until, completely exhausted, he collapsed
on the ground.

Now he began to prophesy. One by one the
lamas walked up to him and posed questions concern-
ing their own future or the future of the monastery.
The dazed prophet replied in brief, unintelligible
phrases, which the chief priest, who stood close by,
rapidly translated into clear speech. The lamas
listened to the prophet on their knees, with an ex-
pression of awe on their faces* When all the questions